A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
He will speak to officers separately about their own
affairs/
We spend a very happy two months out of the
line, working hard, playing hard, and practising the
attack for the battle of the Somme over spit-locked
trenches which had been prepared by Tom Foy,
who had been attached to the brigade headquarters
for a long time for engineering work.
A yen7 good-looking boy, Jimmy Law, a protege
of mine, had become orderly officer to the general.
I know Ms mother and had got him his commission
from the ranks in which he had enlisted from
school in August, 1914. I used to be anxious about
him in the early days, as he was very young, attractive-
looking and manly. With the general I felt he was
in good hands, as a brigade mess exists at all times
and it is in iness that touch is kept. Many a bad
old captain ruins his subalterns in the company mess,
and in clubs, by his example, conversation, behaviour
with women, and drinking habits generally. We
know it. It is sad but almost inevitable. In peace
time boys do not now often attempt to keep pace
with or copy coarse-minded men, and if they do
there is often someone to warn them. The senior
officers are in loco parentis in this emergency and
they don't - or won't - see it. I hear coarse remarks
in clubs, on the leave boats, in Boulogne hotels and
in London, made by middle-aged roues, dressed
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